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PART I 


“Unless the Lord build the house they 
labor in vain who build it.” 
Psalm 126 


it 


CHAPTER 1 


THE ROAD TO GLORY 


The coach stopped with a jolt in front of 
the house. At last it was time to begin the jour- 
ney to the great French city where his dreams 
would become reality — Paris, with its graceful 
Gothic spires and narrow streets teeming with 
activity. 

Herman Cohen raced out to the coach, 
vaulted into it and plopped himself awkwardly 
into the seat. “Let’s go, Mom,” he called im- 
petuously. 

“Shhh,” hissed his mother, as she hurried 
toward the coach. “Does the whole town have 


to know we're leaving?” 
50 


It was a pleasant day in April of the year 
1834. Anxious preparation for a long trip had 
been happily completed, and a flushed, kindly 
woman with a dark-haired little boy snuggled 
back into the carriage, trying to be comfortable. 
The woman glanced out at the roadside as it 
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ibly take? 


t poss 


i 


How much longer could 
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seemed to whiz by, and relaxed at the realiza- 
tion that the journey had begun. Happy years 
she had spent here in Hamburg, Germany, the 
home of her youth, and she would be back 
again. But now she must leave the rest of her 
family and the comforts of home for a while. A 
sacrifice, yes, but every sacrifice was sweetened 
by the desire that her son Herman would reach 
the heights of fame he deserved. 

The carriage stopped at the courts of Han- 
over, Cassel, Frankfort and Metz. The glowing 
reputation of this “child prodigy” had pre- 
ceded him, and immense crowds flocked to see 
twelve-year-old Herman Cohen, who seem- 
ingly could make a piano come alive. 

Then the wheels of the carriage sped on. 
The next stop would be Paris. How much 
longer could it possibly take? 

Herman grew over-tired and anxious. 

“Are we almost there, Mom?” he coaxed. 
Without even waiting for an answer, he con- 
tinued, “Do you see a tower at least?” 

“No, son,” was the answer—an answer re- 
peated many times as the hours dragged on. 
Patting Herman on the head Mrs. Cohen would 
add, ““Now try to sleep, so the time will pass 
more quickly.” 

But it was so hard to sleep. He rested his 
head on his mother’s chest, and shut his eyes. 
The carriage sped on, jostling its passengers 
mercilessly. 
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Dawn pierced the horizon and cracked into 
golden streaks of light. 

“I see it! I see Paris,” the boy shouted 
eagerly. 


CHAPTER 2 


THE IRON GRIP OF PRIDE 


A twelve-year-old boy already an expert 
pianist—was this totally genius, or could there 
be another motivation? 

There was genius involved—no doubt 
about that. When only four, Herman had shown 
a great love for music and asked to learn to 
play the piano. His mother consented. His skill 
was so great that by the age of six he could play 
all the arias of famous operas, and quite often 
he would amaze even the best critics. 

The exclusive boarding school to which 
the Cohens sent Herman when he just turned 
seven was first-rate as far as education went, 
but the boy was far from happy there. His class- 
mates made him feel different right from the 
start. He was Jewish; they were not. 

“They'll never look down on me again!” 
Herman vowed silently. Cleverly he devised 
his revenge. He studied with such diligence 
that teachers and students alike began to ad- 


LF 
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mire him. Thus the first seeds of vainglory 
began to sprout. His parents, instead of being 
concerned about that subtle feeling of pride 
which caused the cedars of Lebanon and the 
stars of heaven to fall—praised Herman, their 
little idol, and consented to all his growing 
passions and whims. 

The religious instruction at the Institute 
was limited to Bible History. The first religious 
impressions Herman had received in early 
childhood now vanished—so much so that his 
soul, abandoned to itself, and exposed to all the 
excitements of life and contacts with people 
absorbed in work or play, gave little or no 
thought to God. 

In a year which Herman spent at home 
with his family, his parents had a very famous 
music teacher give him further instruction. This 
made him much more proud of himself, dis- 
orderly and extravagant. He really did have 
talent, however; everyone had to admit it. He 
even composed a difficult piece of music him- 
self! The teacher was so pleased with this 
success, that, as a reward, he brought the young 
artist to play for important men and women in 
the most renowned musical circles of the city. 

Thus Herman’s musical career became 
definite. His mother willingly consented that 
he be a pianist, and so did his father, even 
though he could hardly afford to continue pay- 
ing for the boy’s lessons. 


THE IRON GRIP OF PRIDE 19 


Herman rarely, if ever, thought of the 
financial burden which he had placed on his 
parents. He was so busy planning and dream- 
ing...Paris...fame.... 

“No one will ever again look down on me!” 
he thought with determination. 

Youthful dreams of glory and happiness 
were then the masters of his mind. At Frank- 
fort and Altona, with the teacher at his side, he 
was applauded by large crowds. After appear- 
ing at the Hamburg Theatre, his triumph was 
so great that his mother decided to take him 
to play for royalty at the Courts of Mecklem- 
burg, Strelits and Schwerim. And now, at the 
age of twelve, he was entering Paris! 


CHAPTER 3 


FOOTLIGHTS AND GLITTER 


No second-rate teacher would do for Her- 
man Cohen, so his mother presented him to the 
great Franz Liszt, who quickly discovered the 
talents of his new pupil. Bound to such a fa- 
mous name, Herman became the admiration 
of the classical world of Paris. There were 
praises and caresses for the little artist. For his 
fame and charm, he became an object of ad- 
miration to sculptors and painters. At home, 
however, he was a little tyrant; his mother, be- 
cause of her tender love for him, had to bear his 
moods of joy, sadness, and anger. He would 
out grow it.... Patience! 

The new teacher, since the winter of 1834, 
had gathered in his house all literary, artistic 
and political celebrities, including Madame 
Aurore Dupin, the popular woman writer 
whose pen name, oddly enough, was George 
Sand. The acquaintance with Madame Sand 
made Herman’s name familiar to many. At 
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Liszt prepared his pupil to appear in a concert before 
the elite of Paris. He scored a smashing success. 


22 MUSIC MASTER 


times she would urge him to play while she was 
writing the stories the public was so avidly 
waiting for. He himself began to read them. 
“Oh, that I had never done it,” he exclaimed 
in his Confessions many years later, “I wish I 
had remained ignorant of those books!” 

But at that time he enjoyed them. They 
filled his mind with dreams of love affairs and 
glory, and almost made him forget his passion 
for music. He became more restless than ever. 

Meanwhile Liszt prepared his handsome 
pupil to appear in a concert before the elite of 
Paris. He scored a smashing success. 

Life for Herman was full of excitement and 
newness. Still he always felt alone. Something 
was missing. What could it be? 


CHAPTER 4 


HIS SONG WAS SORROW 


Then Liszt announced that he would 
soon leave Paris and be away for at least one 
year. Herman loved his teacher so much that he 
could not stay without him; and then, what 
would his career be, if he were left alone? So 
he begged Liszt to take him along. Mrs. Cohen 
sold all that she had in Paris, placed her young- 
er son in a boarding school, and then, with 
Herman and her daughter, started for Geneva, 
Switzerland. 

There, Herman helped his teacher in a 
conservatory of music, and, though only thir- 
teen, he became famous overnight, as he had 
in Germany and Paris. The large salaries he 
received made his life foolishly spendthrift and 
extravagant. At that time, too, he became inter- 
ested in philosophy, and applied his brilliant 
mind to studying the anti-religious and immoral 
writings then popular. 
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“It is impossible to tell,’ he would write 
later, “how my understanding went astray.” 

He felt that he knew it all. He had the 
world by the tail. But, deep down inside, he 
felt a weight of sadness. Didn’t life have any- 
thing more to give him? 


e 


At that time, music was the main source of 
entertainment in Geneva. Once Herman played 
the accompaniment for the song of a famous 
prince, who, after the concert, invited all the 
artists to dine with him. At dawn they began a 
game in which Herman took a real interest; for 
some it would always be just a “game,” but for 
Herman gambling was to become a passion that 
would almost ruin him. 


ed 


How his soul was suffering! Hoping to help 
him, Liszt gave him a Bible on which were 
written the words of Jesus: “Blessed are the 
clean of heart, for they will see God.” 

Those words played in Herman’s mind. 
“God...will I ever see God?” He had no doubt 
‘about the reality of God. After all, it was God 
Who had put music in the soul of man, for music 
to Herman was something far too wonderful to 
be solely the child of poor, miserable human- 
ity. “I think I should become a Christian,” he 
surprised himself by thinking. 
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This thought was strengthened soon there- 
after when he listened enthralled to a magnifi- 
cent concert given by his teacher and idol. 
Years later he would describe his feelings 
thus: “Liszt played the great organ, the colos- 
sal, Davidic harp which awakens in our mind 
the thought of Your immensity, O Lord! Then 
I felt admiration for holiness; then my heart and 
soul felt a religious presentiment. What was 
the deep emotion that I used to experience in 
my childhood whenever I touched or heard the 
organ? Lord Jesus, You were at the door of my 
heart, but I would not open it.” 

The sensation passed, and Herman re- 
sumed his wild and reckless way of living. 
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CHAPTER 5 


A SECOND AUGUSTINE 


Liszt had decided to return to Paris, and 
Herman followed him, in spite of the open re- 
luctance of both his mother and teacher. In 
Paris he went completely wild, leaving his 
mother to live alone so that he could do what- 
ever he wanted. 

“The music lessons I gave,” he wrote 
later, “made me earn a great deal of money, 
and with it all sorts of pleasures were mine. My 
life was spent miserably. Was I happy? Ah, no, 
my God! The thirst for happiness became an 
unquenched torture.” 

Gambling, combined with all sorts of dis- 
orders, caused him to lose his outward gaiety 
and charm until only sullenness and bitterness 
‘remained in his face. How hard and depressing 
was the solitude of his room! 

He wrote after: “I began to suffer the ail- 
ment that corrodes the wicked heart.” Those 
words of Christ beat in his soul like the dull 
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thud of a lone drum: “Blessed are the clean of 
heart for they shall see God.” 

Meanwhile, having neglected teaching 
music lessons, he found himself without funds, 
so much so that even his personal tailor became 
impatient and threatening. Herman decided to 
give a concert to earn some money. Unfortu- 
nately only a few of his friends attended it! This 
hurt his pride deeply, and thus, unnoticed, he 
went back at last to his native Hamburg. There 
he teamed up with the famous Italian singer, 
Mario, and together they became a smashing 
success. Together they returned to Paris, and 
continued on to London where their concerts 
were welcomed with delight. 

At the end of the season, enriched, Herman 
went to Italy, the classical land of art and po- 
etry, where he again met his beloved teacher. 
He just had to see Liszt! His stay in Italy was to 
benefit him greatly. The impressions of his 
.early boyhood began to spring in his heart 
again, so much so that his musical compositions 
were flavored with melancholic sweetness. 

At Venice he enjoyed the visit of his mother 
and sister, who frequently followed him in his 
journeys. The year was now 1842, and Herman 
was twenty years old. In March of the following 
year he went to London to resume his lessons 
and concerts, which brought him large financial 
returns. Finally, in 1846, after a long tour in 
Germany, he returned to his beloved Paris. 


CHAPTER 6 


RIPE FOR THE HARVEST 


Herman resumed his Parisian life as before 
—a vain, lavish, fantastic life —but his soul was 
tired.... In all amusements he found nothing 
but bitter illusions. The time was ripe for divine 
grace to begin its work in a soul deranged by 
many passions. 

One Friday in May, 1847, quite by chance, 
the Prince of Moschowa asked Herman to take 
his place in directing the choir of St. Valeria; 
without really knowing why, he agreed to do so. 
At Benediction, when the golden monstrance 
was raised to bless the people gathered in the 
church, he felt “a certain motion, something 
like a remorse of being present in a blessing to 
which he had no right to take part.” But that was 
sweet and strong, and all consoling. The white 
Host in that golden case meant something more, 
yes, something far more than what It appeared 
to be. 
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The white Hest in that golden case meant something far 


more than what it appeared to be.. 
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The following Fridays, always at the time 
when the priest blessed the kneeling faithful 
with the monstrance, Herman knelt with eyes 
glued to the Host. Many Fridays were to pass 
before the pianist would say: “Reveal to me 
Your mysteries, O Christ.” 

The month of May and the musical festiv- 
ities in honor of Mary were over, but now 
Herman even went to St. Valeria every Sunday 
morning to hear Mass, so powerful was the at- 
traction for divine things growing in him. In 
early July, speaking to a good duchess, he re- 
vealed the mysterious state of his soul and 
begged her to recommend him to a Catholic 
priest. A certain Father Legrand was the happy 
choice. 

“I told him the story of my life,” Herman 
later wrote, “and he told me to be calm, to per- 
severe in the present dispositions and to have 
perfect trust in Divine Providence, for the hand 
of God alone would lead ine to the right road. 
He then gave me the Exposition of Christian 
Doctrine by Lhomond. 

“The kind welcome of this good priest 
made such an impression on my soul, that all 
prejudices, long troubling my mind, were dis- 
pelled. I had been afraid of priests.... Truly, I 
hadn’t known any, except through fictitious 
novels which depicted them as being intolerant, 
and ever ready with threats of excommuni- 
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cation and hell. And now I found myself in the 
presence of a learned, humble, modest, kind, 
sincere person, full of confidence in his God. 

“With these thoughts in mind, I started for 
Ems, in Germany, where I was engaged for a 
concert. 

“As soon as I reached that city, I called on 
the rector of the little Catholic church for whom 
I had a recommendation from Father Legrand. 
The third day after my arrival was Sunday, and, 
notwithstanding the presence of my friends, I 
went to Mass. 

“Here, gradually, the songs, the prayers, 
the invisible presence of a Superhuman Power, 
unseen but yet perceived, began to trouble my 
heart and soul. Divine grace was descending 
upon me abundantly. At the elevation, I was 
moved to tears. Oh, happy moment, ever memo- 
rable! I have it impressed in my heart, always 
present with all its heavenly joys from above... 

“IT beg the Almighty and Merciful God that 
He keep me eternally grateful for the benefit 
bestowed on my soul. Undoubtedly I felt what 
St. Augustine experienced in his garden of 
Cassiagon when he heard the famous: “Take 
and read.’ 

“Well I remember having shed tears in my 
childhood, but I had never experienced tears of 
this kind, for, while they were flowing out, I, 
from the bottom of my tortured conscience, felt 
bitter remorse for all my past life. 
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“With a sudden and spontaneous impulse, 
I confessed to our Lord the grievous sins I had 
committed until that time. I saw those sins be- 
fore my eyes by the thousands, revolting, 
shameful, deserving all the anger of divine 
justice. 

“Yet, a great confidence in God’s mercy 
filled my soul. God would have compassion on 
my misery and sorrow; He would turn His face 
from my sins. 

“Ah, ves, I knew God was forgiving me by 
accepting my firm determination to love Him 
above all things and to be converted to Him for- 
ever. Coming out of that church of Ems, I was 
already a Christian, as much as it was possible 
before baptism.” 

It was the strange and marvelous expe- 
rience which has been shared by many who 
have sought to live life to its fullest. After satis- 
fying every ambition and throwing himself into 
every sinful pleasure, a person finds himself 
unhappy, restless, searching for something —he 
knows not what. 

It was at this point that He Who alone 
knows the mysteries of the human heart had 
‘stepped into Herman’s life and revealed the 
answer to him. As the great convert Augustine 
had exclaimed fifteen centuries before: “Our 
hearts were made for You, O Lord, and ever 
restless will they be, until they rest in You.” 
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The following day Herman left Ems for 
Paris, impatient to relate his experiences to 
Father Legrand. Divine grace had transformed 
him. He diligently studied Christian doctrine 
and practiced its precepts; he ardently prepared 
to become soon a child of the Church. 


CHAPTER 7 


REBIRTH 


The twenty-eighth of August, 1847, 
dawned fresh and clear. It was the feast of 
St. Augustine, and also the date set for the 
pianist’s baptism. Herman had been waiting for 
the great day joyfully, but the devil would give 
him no peace. 

“The night before my baptism, the evil 
spirit troubled me with dreams and decep- 
tions,” he wrote. 

Thoughts that he believed forever banished 
from his mind, came back in full force. He could 
now apply to himself the words of St. Augus- 
tine: “All miseries, all vanities once so cher- 
ished came to stop me, clung to my flesh as if 
saying: ‘How can you leave us?’ 

“Oppressed by such thoughts and feelings, 
I rose from my bed, dropped on my knees be- 
fore the crucifix and cried for help, imploring 
the merciful assistance of the most pure and 
holy Virgin Mary. The temptation vanished in- 
stantly.” 
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He then rose strong and determined to 
travel the road our Lord had assigned to him— 
that road of self-renunciation and sacrifice, 
where to give one’s life is to really find it. This 
road is narrow, but no one ever walks it alone. 
For Christ is with each one who walks it, and 
turns his sacrifices into joys. 

At three in the afternoon of St. Augustine’s 
feast day, the Chapel of Our Lady of Sion shone 
with lights and flowers. The bells of the con- 
vent were pealing merrily; praying people 
crowded the little church, and rows of choir- 
girls all in white knelt before the altar, singing 
the litanies for the conversion of the Hebrew. 
The organ echoed the singing. 

Father Legrand, assisted by Father Theo- 
dore Ratisbonne, approached the altar. 

“T followed with firm step,” Herman tells 
us, “having at my right Dr. Gourand and at my 
left the Duchess of Ranizan as my godparents. 
Wherever I turned my eyes, I saw powerful 
and unshaken pillars; no one at birth was ever 
more affectionately surrounded by brothers 
and sisters as I was, approaching the altar as a 
plain catechumen. Blessed be God forever! 

“Great was the joy of being baptized and of 
receiving the new name of M. Augustine Henry! 
When the regenerating waters of baptism were 
poured on my head, my whole body felt some- 
thing like an electric shock; my bodily eyes 
closed, but those of the soul opened to beholda 
supernatural light. 
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“The emotions of that great moment were 
so strong that even today I can hardly remember 
the ceremonies that followed. I remember, 
however, that I was clothed with the white robe 
of innocence; that a lighted candle was given 
me to hold, as a symbol of the truth revealed to 
my eyes. In my heart I promised to live and to 
die to preserve and defend that truth. I must 
never take this precious faith for granted. I have 
found ‘the pearl of great price.’ 

“The moving sermon given for the occa- 
sion by Father Legrand, commenting on the 
Epistle to the Romans, still echoes in my ears. 
In it the Apostle Paul states all the motives that 
give him hope for the salvation of all true chil- 
dren of Abraham. I am one of them, and I bless 
our Lord for having delivered me from the 
slavery of Egypt and numbered me among His 
children.” 


The young artist had thoroughly changed. 
He would immediately have abandoned the 
world to seek peace in the calm retirement of a 
monastery, but his many gambling debts had 
to be paid. However, he proved to be strong 
and generous. He had said to his passions: 
“Enough!” and truly he remained faithful to his 
baptismal promises. There would be moments 
when his weak nature would clamor for atten- 
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tion. But he was never again to fall back into 
former sins because he prayed constantly. As 
his idol, the great Augustine, had said centuries 
before, “Prayer is man’s strength and God’s 
weakness.” 

The eighth of September, the Nativity of 
Mary, the eager soul of Herman Cohen re- 
ceived the Holy Eucharist. He was hungry; he 
was thirsty; he had long desired the celestial 
Manna, and now Christ invited him to His di- 
vine Banquet where all find the Food of Life. 
The Body of Christ, the Bread of the strong, 
and the Blood which generates virgins, were 
his life, his soul, his predominant thought. 

“My Jesus,” he wrote, “Your Real Presence 
in this Sacrament called me to the eternal truth, 
and this was the first mystery You unfolded to 
my heart. If I urgently asked for baptism, was it 
not to speed up my union with You? I can’t tell 
what You did for me while I was waiting.” 


But he didn’t want to be alone in enjoying 
the sweetness of the Eucharist. While he was a 
guest of a renowned artist, Adalbert De Beau- 
mont, and of De Beaumont’s cousin, Baroness 
De Saint-Vigor, he spent hours of pleasant con- 
versation trying to induce them to practice their 
Catholic religion. On the feast day of St. John 
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the Baptist, the Baroness of Saint-Vigor, over- 
coming a great feeling of repugnance, made her 
general confession. 

His zeal to save souls extended also to all 
his Jewish brethren. Following the advice of 
his confessor, he decided to publish the story of 
his conversion, but the opposition of his bap- 
tismal sponsors and of other prominent persons 
prevented him from so doing. 

Divine Providence disposed that he should 
meet Father De la Bouillerie, who became his 
new spiritual director, giving more impetus to 
his Eucharistic life. He assisted at Mass and 
received Holy Communion frequently and de- 
voutly. Often he took part in processions of the 
Blessed Sacrament. 

The second of December, 1847, he re- 
ceived confirmation: Herman was now a sol- 
dier of Christ! Many friends knew of his con- 
version, but his mother did not as yet. 


CHAPTER 8 


MYSTIC MELODY 


The young convert often visited churches 
where the Blessed Sacrament remained ex- 
posed for the adoration of the faithful. One 
November afternoon, about a vear after his con- 
firmation, he spent several hours kneeling in 
one such chapel, at the Dominican Sisters’ 
convent. He was so absorbed in his prayer that 
he did not realize the lateness of the hour. At 
last a Sister approached, and suggested that it 
was time for him to leave. 

Startled, Herman looked about, and saw a 
group of women still kneeling in adoration 
nearby. “May I not stay as long as they stay?” 
he asked. 

“They will stay all night,’ the Sister 
replied. 

All night! What a wonderful thought! Her- 
man could hardly wait to speak about this to 
Father De la Bouillerie, his spiritual director 
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and a priest who had a very strong devotion to 
the Blessed Sacrament. 

“Father, just now I had to leave a chapel 
where women are allowed to remain in adora- 
tion all night long.” 

“Would you like to form such a group, too?” 
Father De la Bouillerie replied. “Very well. 
Find some men willing to imitate those good 
women, and I will permit you to do likewise.” 

The good priest, who had already done 
much to encourage adoration of the Blessed 
Sacrament, soon had the joy of presiding over 
the first meeting of the Nocturnal Adoration 
Society. The meeting took place in Herman’s 
home, and nineteen men were present. Their 
first all-night vigil was held three weeks later. 

Herman’s mission as an apostle of the Eu- 
charist had begun. 


The road stretched out before him—a road 
of mystery and joy. He felt the strong attraction 
of an invisible magnet; his heart thirsted for 
closer union with God. What way should he 
take? The impetuous Apostle Philip had asked 
the same question eighteen hundred years be- 
fore. The calm, marvelous, gentle Christ had 
answered: “I am the Way—and the Truth and 
the Life.” 
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Happiness would be his only through a 
total commitment to the Master. The young 
convert grew sure of this. He would become a 
priest—just as soon as he had paid off his gam- 
bling debts. 

A concert was scheduled for the massive 
St. Cecelia’s hall in Paris, and Herman began to 
practice for this one performance which could 
open the way to the life he longed for. 
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The Nocturnal Adoration Society, mean- 
while, was flourishing. It was really an impres- 
sive sight to see those devout men— both young 
and older men—taking turns in prayer before 
the Blessed Sacrament. Herman’s was the most 
quiet hour of the night—from three to four, 
when hardly a soul stirred in the city. How he 
loved to be kneeling there, thanking and prais- 
ing God on behalf of all who were sleeping, and 
begging mercy and help for the poor sinners 
who might still be abroad in the city. 

These night vigils were held in the chapel 
of the Marist Fathers, with whom Herman was 
staying while he made ready for the concert 
which would enable him to leave the world 
for good. 

From morning until evening, the young 
pianist doggedly practiced the musical scales. 
The priests, aware of his skill and fame, were 
amazed. 
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How can you play them hour after hour?” 


“< 


one good Father asked. 
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“How can you play them hour after hour?” 
one good Father asked. “A master like you, who 
knows all the classics, and even compose your 
own pieces, must be terribly bored just prac- 
ticing the scales!” 

“It is a bother,” Herman smiled, “but 
scales comprise the secret of great pianists. 
Nothing else is necessary to be perfect in 
music. The best and least expensive teaching 
is the scale.” 


The audience sat enthralled; the concert’s 
success was overwhelming. “I am all through 
with the world,” Herman was thinking. “What 
joy I feel in this last note! Good-bye, fame — 
good-bye, sin and misery! Adieu!” 


PARTI 


“Our hearts were made for You, O Lord, 
and ever restless will they be, 
until they rest in You.” 
St. Augustine 


CHAPTER 1 


“A LITTLE CELL—MY UNIVERSE” 


He was a man running—not in pursuit of 
glory and pleasure, but running to God, anxious 
to make up for all those years he had wasted in 
satisfying ambitions and passions. And as he 
ran, the path opened miraculously in front of 
him, for God never refuses those who seek Him. 


oa 


Herman was free to follow the urge of di- 
vine grace calling him to the priesthood. But 
he could not decide whether to remain in the 
world as a secular priest or enter a monastery. 
And then, what order would he choose? He 
had become familiar with Father Lacordaire, 
and asked his advice: 

“Would you suffer to be spat upon without 
resentment?” asked the famous Dominican. 

“Yes,” answered Herman, truthfully. 
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“Then, become a religious.” 

After a good retreat the convert-pianist de- 
cided to become a Carmelite. 

The sixteenth of July, 1849, he left Paris for 
the Carmelite monastery in Agen. His mother 
went to the station with him. Her heart seemed 
to rip as she saw her boy mount the train taking 
him to a destination she could not begin to un- 
derstand.... 


“T am in a delicious solitude,’ Herman 
wrote a few weeks later, “in a hermitage made 
holy by the presence of two martyrs of the Faith, 
St. Capresis and St. Vincent. Here the first two 
bishops of Agen took shelter, and since then an 
entire family of hermits have continued divine 
services in these stony caves. 

“Assisting at the Mass here, we have the 
impression of being in the catacombs of the 
early Christians. Silence, poverty and bareness 
all contribute to elevate our souls to God.” 

To one of his friends he wrote with great 
enthusiasm: 

“Now St. Teresa is my mother; the scapular, 
my habit; a cell eight feet square, my universe. 
I am so happy! I feel I am conforming with the 
will of God.” 

Father Dominic, his Superior, fully under- 
stood that soul and admired him greatly. 


5. Music Master 
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At about the same time, he wrote to his 
family, who were still members of the Jewish 
faith: 

“A month ago, I left Paris; I have had, 
therefore, ample time to reflect, alone with God 
and far from the world, upon my vocation and 
choose a life according to the will of God. I 
have abandoned the world and the dangerous 
profession that was binding me to it. But you 
don’t know to what particular life | want to 
consecrate myself. You will not see me in the 
streets of Paris in clerical garb. I have chosen 
the solitude of the hidden life with an illus- 
trious Order, noted for its penance and love of 
God. The Prophet Elias of the Old Testament 
founded it on Mount Carmel in Palestine. 

“There are two branches of the Carmelite 
Order: one is very strict; only sickness would 
permit a little comfort. But I am with the Car- 
melites of the milder observance. They attend 
to the needs of the people and are ready for any 
sacrifice. However, as soon as the work of char- 
ity is performed, they return to their cell (mine 
is four or five feet wide, seven long). Truly, I 
am happier here than I would be in the great 
Tuilleries Hall or the Palace of Petrograd. We 
are never idle; every hour the bell rings to re- 
mind us of our particular work to be done, as 
every moment has its assignment. 

“The life I have chosen is a life of sacrifice, 
obedience, mortification and poverty, and I am 
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extremely happy! When, as I hope, you will see 
me, you will find a heart that loves you, and 
prays the choicest blessings upon you. I wish 
you could experience the inner peace I am con- 
stantly enjoying since I have left all things for 
love of God. He rewards me a hundredfold, 
every day, with treasures of graces.— Your de- 
voted and affectionate Herman.” 

This letter worried the family so much that 
Mrs. Cohen decided to do all in her power to 
have her son back home. Meanwhile, Herman 
set out for Rome to obtain the dispensation 
which he, as a Jewish convert, needed in order 
to receive the religious habit. While en route, 
he met some friends in Genoa who succeeded 
in begging him to give a concert. He did so, 
and then continued on his way, completely in- 
different to all praises. 

He reached Rome on the twelfth of Sep- 
tember. On the fourteenth, a favorable decision 
was reached and conveyed to him. By the third 
of October he was back in France, and on the 
sixth of October, the feast of the Holy Rosary, 
he received the Carmelite habit, taking the 
name of Brother Augustine of the Blessed Sac- 
rament. 

The world had vanished before him: a sim- 
ple cell, scanty food, lowest assignments and 
rigorous duties replaced the pomps, pleasures 
and miseries of the past. Each time that some- 
one called him by his new name, his heart took 
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courage, recalling the life of the immortal Bish- 
op of Hippo, St. Augustine, once so weak and 
sinful, too, who when repentant, became a 
spiritual giant. Herman Cohen often whispered 
silently to himself: “If Augustine could do it, 


so can I.” 


CHAPTER 2 


LIFELONG COMMITMENT 


He liked his new way of living. Of course 
there were hurdles to overcome, but life is al- 
ways achallenge. 

“It is impossible to express the constant 
serenity of this place,” he wrote. “Only the pen 
of an angel could describe the delight of this 
new life. Being always in the presence of the 
Blessed Sacrament, and having no thought for 
worldly affairs, we live with the blessed Cheru- 
bim and Seraphim, eternally prostrated before 
the Lamb. It is a perpetual spiritual Com- 
munion.” 

Gladly he did away with smoking and 
coffee. 

“I enjoy the honors of high duties,” he 
wrote to a friend. “Imagine, I got just what I 
sought: to wash dishes, sweep the dormitories 
and dust the novitiate. This is done with pleas- 
ure, as it is also an honor; the reverend Father 
Prior of the monastery performs the same honor- 
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“Imagine, I got just what I sought: 
to wash dishes, sweep and dust the novitiate.” 
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able deed this week. Such is the ruling spirit 
here; everyone would serve another in the 
things that the world looks down on; but here it 
is done with spiritual delight.” 

The nocturnal adoration of the Blessed 
Sacrament caused him great joy. To Count De 
Cuers he wrote: “I have had the pleasing task 
of getting up a second time for the adoration, 
from three to four o’clock in the morning, the 
hour I had while in Paris. You may understand 
how dear that hour was to me; of all the monas- 
tery, I was alone adoring, thus representing 
the whole Order and also the Adoration So- 
ciety of Paris.” 

The Eucharist was strength and life to his 
heart: and great was his joy when the Father 
Provincial permitted him to receive holy Com- 
munion daily during the month of June. This 
was a real privilege, for daily Communion was 
unusual in the nineteenth century. 


* 


In July of the same year, a lady came to the 
monastery asking to see Brother Augustine. To- 
gether with the Master of Novices, he went to 
the parlor. It was his mother. All efforts to bring 
him back to the world were futile; he was too 
happy in the humble dwelling of the Carmel. 
After ten days, Mrs. Cohen returned home dis- 
illusioned and distressed, but the heart of 
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Herman was shaken and deeply disturbed, 
because of the great love he had for her. 
Should he make his religious profession? 
Yes—there was no doubt in his mind, even 
though his mother’s attitude had saddened 
him. He was determined to give himself to 
God forever. On October 7th, 1850, Brother 
Augustine was ready to pronounce his vows. 


Since early morning, the chapel had been 
crowded with peasants and gentlemen—from 
the country, from Bordeaux and even from 
Paris. The singing of psalms by the choir kept 
the faithful attentive before the altar bright with 
flowers and lights. Then Father Raymond, Prior 
of the novitiate, followed by other religious in 
their white mantles, proceeded toward the al- 
tar. The Prior ascended a throne erected at the 
left, facing the side altar of St. Teresa. 


When he was seated, a young religious, 
preceded by the Master of Novices, advanced 
toward the throne; it was Brother Augustine. 
He was calm and serious. It seemed as if a light 
shone from his face, emaciated by long fasting. 
He knelt modestly before the Prior, kissed his 
scapular, bowed his head, and answered all the 
usual questions. 


“What do you ask?” said the Prior. 

“The mercy of God, the poverty of the 
Order and the companionship of the Brothers,” 
Brother Augustine repeated the formula. 
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“Are you determined to persevere coura- 
geously in religion till the end of your life?” 

“T am, trusting in the help of God and the 
prayers of our Brothers.” 

Then, kneeling with his hands in those of 
the Superior, Herman pronounced the formula 
of the Holy Vows. 

“T, Brother Augustine Mary of the Blessed 
Sacrament, make my profession: I promise obe- 
dience, chastity, and poverty to God, the Bless- 
ed Virgin Mary of the Carmel, and to the Supe- 
riors of my Order, according to the primitive 
Rule of the same Order, until death. Amen!” 

The usual ceremonies followed. The Broth- 
ers made the chapel resound with songs of joy 
and thanksgiving. “How good it is,” they sang, 
“and how joyous, when brethren dwell as one.” 

As he returned to the cloister, he was greet- 
ed with enthusiasm by religious and friends. 
Now Brother Augustine was wholly a member 
of the Order. In all sincerity, falling upon his 
knees in the bare solitude of his cell, he could 
exclaim with the Apostle Paul: “But God forbid 
that I should glory, except in the cross of our 
Lord Jesus Christ; by whom the world is cruci- 
fied to me, and I to the world!” (Gal. 6:14) 


CHAPTER 3 


THE REAL SOURCE OF JOY 


Brother Augustine was sent to Agen for his 
theological studies in preparation for the priest- 
hood. His life was simple and common, as is 
characteristic of holy souls in continual union 
with God. He really tried to do all for the great- 
er glory of God. 

When his studies were completed his Su- 
periors urged him to return to his music. It was 
then that he composed the “Canticles to the 
Blessed Sacrament.” In the marvelous intro- 
duction, he wrote: 

“My Jesus! You have led me into solitude 
to speak to my heart; nights and days pass de- 
lightfully in heavenly conversation with Your 
adorable presence with the sentiments of to- 
day’s Communion and the hope of tomorrow’s; 
in the loving union of God with one of His poor 
creatures. I could almost kiss the walls of my 
cell, where my thoughts are not disturbed, and 
I breathe only to love Your divine Sacrament. 
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“Let those that have known me in the past 
come here and realize that they neglect a God 
Who died for love of them. Come, you souls of 
the world, before this often despised Love; if 
you no longer see me seeking honors and ap- 
plauses, it is because I have found glory and 
honor at the tabernacle of the Blessed Sacra- 
ment. Let them come, my Jesus; let them feel 
how You change our heart! 


“Pitiful riches, sad pleasures, empty hon- 
ors!” he continued. “After my eyes saw the 
light, and my heart beat with the Heart of God, 
oh, how I wept at the blindness of pursuing 
things unable to satisfy the heart!” 


And then, appealing to all those who had 
never known God, or who had taken God for 
granted and neglected to love Him, Brother 
Augustine continued, “Come to this Heavenly 
Banquet, prepared by the Eternal Wisdom; 
come, approach! Our Divine Savior is always 
present on His throne in our churches waiting 
for you. Come to His feet, give Him your heart, 
and you will taste His love. 


“Lord Jesus, if they only knew how happy 
I am! If faith didn’t teach me to believe in the 
blessedness of heaven, I wouldn’t think of 
greater happiness than this. Oh delightful 
peace, Oh blessedness, Oh joy!” 

But his happiness surpassed all limits when 
he was ordained a deacon. Thus he wrote: 
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“The Master has raised me to the dignity of 
a deacon! Oh, how deeply I feel my unworthi- 
ness! At Benediction on the feast of the Epi- 
phany, I held in my unworthy hands the 
Creator of the universe! Great love of my God!” 

On Good Friday, which was the day before 
his ordination to the priesthood, he wrote that 
he was ready to suffer and to die for the glory of 
God. 

“After causing death to the One I love, to- 
morrow I shall, so to say, give Him life, when 
with the Bishop I shall consecrate. If I were to 
say Mass every day for thousands and thousands 
of years, would I ever repay for the debt of my 
sins?” 

The week following his ordination he de- 
livered his first sermon; it was on frequent 
Communion. He spoke with convincing love 
and simplicity. Thus he began his ministry of 
love for the Eucharist, leading more and more 
souls to that Source of all consolation. 


CHAPTER 4 


A STORY WITHIN A STORY 


Father Augustine’s only sister, now mar- 
ried and the mother of a six-year-old boy, had 
decided to come to Agen. He was delighted to 
receive the news. How many months and years 
had passed by since they last met and chatted, 
laughed and shared hopes and dreams. 

The young Carmelite sat down at once and 
wrote a letter of welcome: “My sister: joy and 
hope overflow in my heart thinking that within 
a week you will come to see me at Agen. Oh, 
yes, we shall bless the mercy of God in this long 
awaited meeting. The most wonderful thing of 
all is this: as soon as we are immersed in the 
saving waters of Redemption, our past life is 
forgotten, as if it never existed! This is aston- 
ishing to me! The many sins you know I com- 
mitted, those horrible transgressions of my past 
life, were all forgiven me. Oh, the mercy of my 
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“T think of you day and night. When I read 
the Holy Scriptures, or say the Breviary, I am 
amazed at the living truth of my religion, and 
would have you near me to let you understand 
the words of the prophets, of the patriarchs and 
the psalmist foretelling the coming of the Mes- 
sia, and describing in all particulars the Passion 
and all that was accomplished in the person of 
our Lord Jesus Christ. You will admit that, in all 
sincerity, a good heart cannot resist such mar- 
velous evidence.” 

A few days later, his sister arrived in Agen. 

Their conversation was long and serious. 
Father Augustine’s sister had already learned 
much about the Catholic Faith, and he now 
spoke to her of the mystery of the Blessed Trin- 
ity. When he had finished, she looked at him 
with tears in her eyes. “Now I know that I 
would be lost,” she said, “if I did not embrace 
the Catholic Faith—but I would rather be lost 
than be separated from my little son George, for 
I am sure he will be taken away from me if I 
become a Catholic.” 

Father Augustine did not reply. This had to 
be her decision. Silently he asked God to give 
his sister the courage to make the right choice 
and the strength to live up to it. He could see 
that a struggle was going on within her. Would 
she give in to her fear, or would she turn to God 
and trust Him to make everything turn out all 
right? 
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The decision had been made. “If I may re- 
ceive baptism secretly, without my husband’s 
knowledge,” she declared, “I want to become 
a Christian before I return to Paris.” 

Five days later, Father Augustine poured 
the baptismal waters on his sister’s head and 
placed on her tongue the Bread of Life. 

A few days after her baptism, his sister re- 
turned to Paris with her son George, who knew 
what had happened and also wanted to be bap- 
tized. The boy’s faith grew daily, so much so 
that he kept urging his mother to grant him that 
supreme favor. Only after four long years of 
expectation was his desire realized, and George 
grew up to become the firm Catholic that God 
expected him to be. 


CHAPTER 5 


THE OMINOUS UNKNOWN 


The news reached Father Augustine by 
mail. It came from one of his dearest friends, 
the good Count De Cuers. Beads of perspira- 
tion formed on the Carmelite’s brow as he read 
and reread the few terse lines. His mother was 
dead. 

Only after several minutes did the good 
priest recall that in little over an hour he was 
due to preach a sermon at a near-by church. 

“IT must not break now,” he told himself 
firmly. “I have to keep going. Other souls need 
me tonight. They need the words of salvation. 
My own mother has already seen the just judg- 
ment of God. Was she prepared? How did she 
die? I can’t think of it now.... Duty calls me to 
those who are waiting.” 

_ The sermon that Father Augustine had 
spent hours perfecting was tossed out. He 
climbed the pulpit, hiding the grief that hov- 
ered over his head like an eagle ready to 
pounce, and spoke spontaneously and elo- 
quently on death. 
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No one in the congregation even guessed 
at the great pain that lay buried in his heart.... 


*% 


The Superior’s office door was slightly ajar 
as Father Augustine walked by that same night. 

“May I come in?” he called, tapping the 
door lightly. 

“Come in, of course,” replied a pleasant 
voice from within. 

As the two men-— Father Augustine and his 
Superior—stood facing each other, both were 
at a loss for words. 

“These are difficult moments,” the older 
Carmelite said at last. “But it is wonderful, 
Father, to think that our loved ones are saved. 
We who have faith are so fortunate in times 
like this.” 

Silence fell. And then.... 

“My mother wasn’t a Christian,” the young- 
er priest stammered, “I don’t know if...it ter- 
rifies me to think....” 

“If she was saved?” interjected the other. 

“Yes, yes,” came the reply. “There is one 
man in France who can help me. May I have 
your permission to go to him?” 

“It could only be one man; I need not ask 
you who. The train reservation will be made 
first thing tomorrow,” his Superior assured. 
“And the rest is up to God.” 


CHAPTER 6 


ENCOUNTER AT ARS 


The giant locomotive chugged its way 
down the tracks and Father Augustine settled 
into his seat to pray and think. His mother— 
who had loved him so dearly, who had made so 
many sacrifices for him—was she saved? He 
felt an intense sorrow for all his past sins —the 
sorrow of his conversion in all its intensity. 
“If I had sinned less,” he mused, “might she 
not have been given more graces by God?” 

He fought back the tears that tried to well 
up in his eyes, and began to pray. 

The miles melted away. At last the passen- 
gers were rudely shaken by the conductor’s 
bellow: “Ars, Ars!” His destination had been 
reached. 

It was just about noon and the bright sun 
reflected against the patches of  still-white 
snow, causing Father Augustine to squint. Al- 
though the little village of Ars, France, is icy 
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cold in January, the town was feverish with ac- 
tivity. People, as varied and different as only 
God could make them, were everywhere. 

“What a crowd!” the Carmelite commented 
to a townsman. 

“Nearly 300,000 pilgrims came here last 
year,’ was the reply. “They come to see the 
holy Curé, of course.” 


“Of course,” Father Augustine nodded. “I 
have come to see him too.” 

The parish church was down at the end of 
the street. Walking the short span, the priest 
looked around and marveled at his observa- 
tions. The homes were poor, but neat. Signs of 
deep religious fervor were everywhere. The 
entire town seemed to be an oasis in the midst 
of a sin-filled world. 


Had Ars always been that way? Not at all! 
It had been worse than most towns until Father 
John Vianney had become its pastor some thir- 
ty-eight years before. Now all of France knew 
about this holy priest, the “Curé of Ars.” He 
had become a living legend. People said that 
he could read men’s souls, cure their ills, and 
bring the peace of Christ to all who came to 
seek him. It was worth any sacrifice to meet this 
man. Father Augustine entered the beautiful, 
spacious church where the Curé heard confes- 
sions daily for hours on end. There were people 
everywhere. But he would wait. 
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Hours passed. Still Father Vianney was 
imprisoned in his confessional. At last Father 
Augustine went to the rectory and there re- 
sumed his vigil. 

It was dark outside when the rectory door 
opened. Shakily, the convert arose. It was he! 

He was an elderly priest, thin and bent, 
with hair as white as snow and eyes that were 
dark and gentle. 

Shaking his head and smiling amiably the 
saint extended his slender, bony hand. It was 
cold as ice. 

“And who is it that waits so patiently for 
me?” 

“T am Father Augustine Cohen,” the young- 
er priest replied. He was trembling with ex- 
pectation. This was the man who could remove 
the torment from his soul. 

They sat down, and the young Carmelite 
found himself telling the whole story of his 
life. The fatherly Vianney was a good listener. 
Father Augustine did not try to cover up or 
excuse the past sins of a vain and selfish Her- 
man. As he recounted his sins and negligences, 
the Curé would stare into the distance, focusing 
his eyes on some unseen object, and reply, 
“What a pity! What a pity!” 

At length the Curé said, “But that is all in 
the past, and now you are a fine priest. Your 
conscience is at peace in these matters. There 
is another reason why you sought me.” 
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“Do not worry,” the Cure replied kindly. “In a few days 
you will receive a great consolation in this regard.” 
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“Yes,” Herman replied earnestly. “My 
mother died a few days ago. I want to know if 
she was saved.” 

“Do not worry,” replied the Curé kindly. 
“In a few days you will receive a great consola- 
tion in this regard.” 

Somehow those few words were enough. 

The words of the Gospel sprang into Fa- 
ther Augustine’s mind: “If you believe. All 
things are possible to him who believes.” And 
he did believe. Peace settled upon his soul like 
a soft pink cloud. 

His footsteps were swift and light as he 
walked the short distance to the train stop. His 
heart was at peace, and in his breast burned a 
firm determination to become as holy a priest as 
John Vianney. z 

A few days later, as Father Augustine was 
absorbed in his duties at Agen, a Jesuit priest 
whom he had never met came to call on him. 

“T have a letter for you,” the Jesuit began 
kindly. “It is from a good old soul, deeply de- 
vout, whom I know and trust. The name I will 
not reveal—and the contents are meant only 
for you. In fact, you should have been expect- 
Tne it. 

Father Cohen read the letter, and joy 
flooded his face. What did the letter say? He 
never revealed its contents, but from then on he 
was as certain as a man in this world can be, of 
his mother’s eternal salvation. 


CHAPTER 7 


NEVER SAY “ENOUGH” 


For Father Augustine, the year 1853 was 
spent in apostolic preaching. Wherever his 
flaming words were heard, many souls returned 
to a good life. At Lyons he preached with such 
zeal that Cardinal De Bonal urged the Car- 
melite Provincial to send the eloquent mission- 
ary to that city often. 

At Geneva he preached during the month 
of Mary, and afterwards he was also heard at 
Avignon, Marseilles and Tolon. 

He had the happy opportunity to encour- 
age two Jewish boys to persevere in their de- 
sire to be converted. In fact, after overcoming 
the opposition of their guardians, they received 
baptism, entered the seminary, and became 
fervent priests. 

Because of a serious ailment, he was sent to 
Castelbelle for rest and cure. He was suffering 
intensely, and wrote: “I am really on the cross, 
and can honestly say that I don’t complain. In 
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this moment I lie on a bed with excruciating 
pains in my leg; it is one wound from heel to 
knee.... 

“The country is truly pleasant. What a de- 
licious climate, and there is a garden on the 
sea shore, a cheerful valley surrounded by 
mountains that shield it from the winds of the 
north, rich with olive-trees, oranges, almonds 
and beautiful flowers. Two palm trees stand 
near the lonely house where I live. It looks 
like an oriental spot. 

“Beyond the valley is the sea, as blue as 
the sky, and the Golden Isles sung of by the 
poets. Many nightingales merrily sing their 
sweet songs. In the midst of this splendid sur- 
rounding, close to me, near my pallet, is a little 
chapel, and in the tabernacle Our Lord dwells 
near me in this charming solitude. Oh, how 
thankful I am to the good God! 

“Moreover, I have been given wonderful 
care, but my health has not improved much, 
and my stay here is about to end. I must leave 
the first of July. 

“These days I have been unable to write 


one line of music! The will of Jesus is my para- 
dise!” 


CHAPTER 8 


FROM THE PULPIT OF ST. SULPICE 


In spite of his pains, Father Cohen re- 
sumed his preaching. On the twenty-fourth of 
April, 1854, he climbed the pulpit of St. Sulpice 
in the great French metropolis, Paris. 

It was the first time he had preached there. 

One may easily imagine the surprise of the 

audience when they saw that preacher who 
had been acclaimed in the music halls less 
than ten years before. How can one tell the 
emotion produced by his words? 

“Dearly beloved brethren,” he began, “My 
first words from this Christian pulpit must be 
words of repentance for the scandals I once 
committed in this city. 

“You might say: “What right have you, 
whom we saw among public sinners, lost in 
sinful pleasures and selfish pastimes, to ex- 
pound the truths of our faith; to speak of Jesus 
and Mary whom we love? You were born in sin, 
and do you teach us?” 
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“Oh, yes, my brethren, I have sinned 
against heaven and before you; I deserve all 
your blame; I am not worthy of your considera- 
tion. 

“Here I am, my brethren, ready for a public 
reparation; ready to admit to you my guilt and 
contrition —imploring mercy. 

“Here I am before you, brethren, clad in a 
coarse garment of penitence, a member of an 
Order of strict observance, with shorn hair and 
bare feet. 


“One day, when I was still a wandering 
Jew, I set foot in a church; it was the month of 
Mary. Her praises were being sung.... Mary, the 
Mother of Jesus made me see the Eucharist. I 
knew Jesus, I knew my God, and ina short time 
I became a Christian! 

“Holy baptism was administered to me, 
and while the saving waters were poured on 
me, all my sins, my horrible sins, were removed. 
God had forgiven me; my soul had become 
pure and innocent! God forgave me! And you, 
my brethren, will you not forgive meP”’ 


One may easily understand the effect of 
those words on the audience. Many young men 
had come to hear him, and when he—himself 
a young man of thirty-two—reminded them of 
their sinful lives, pleading with them to stop 
sinning and to share in his present happiness, 
the congregation was stirred to the depths. 
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“T have travelled the world. I have seen 
and loved the world, and have learned a great 
lesson. No, one cannot find happiness in the 
world! 

“Happiness! From city to city I went seek- 
ing it; journeying, voyaging I longed for it. 
Happiness! It was im my dreams at night! My 
quest reached the beauty of silent nature, the 
crystal-clear lakes of Switzerland, the top of 
high mountains and the most beautiful of sce- 
nery. But I found no happiness! I sought it in 
the palaces of the rich, at sumptuous banquets, 
in dancing and in making merry, in the adven- 
tures of a passionate life, in unbridled ambi- 
tions; I sought it in intimate friendship with 
great men, in all pleasures of mind and body, 
and finally in faithful friends. 

“Where else could I search for it? And you, 
my brethren, have you ever found it? Are you 
happy? Do you miss anything? Here, as else- 
where, only sighs, tears and illusions do we 
find! From your hearts also comes the cry of 
mankind: ‘Happiness, happiness, where are 
you? 

“How can we explain this mystery? Since 
man is born to be happy, why does he search for 
happiness where he can never find it? 

“But, listen! I have found this happiness. I 
possess it; I enjoy it in its fullness, so much so 
that I can say with the Apostle Paul: ‘I am great- 
ly abounding with joy!’ 
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“T am truly happy; I cannot help but in- 
vite you to share in this overabundant joy! 
God alone can satisfy our hearts! 

“But, how can we reach God and possess 
Him? He reveals Himself in His works, mainly 
in His Incarnation and in the Redemption. In 
the Person of His divine Son, Jesus Christ, God 
has come to us from heaven as our companion 
in the journey of life, and as Food for our souls. 


“Who can say: ‘I don’t believe in Jesus 
Christ’? I was once a fool who didn’t believe, 
and this was the cause of my unhappiness. 
Jesus Christ gave Himself to us, but we must 
watch and pray to find Him. Jesus in the Holy 
Eucharist is our happiness, our life. Let us love 
Him!” 


When Father Augustine left the Church of 
St. Sulpice after his stirring sermon, a young 
man named Bernard Baner, artist and converted 
Jew, moved by the preacher's words, asked to 
be admitted into the Carmelite Order. 


Whenever in Paris, as he often was in the 
months and years that followed, Father Augus- 
tine was bound to meet old friends. Sometimes 
they came to him; sometimes he went in search 
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of them. To see Franz Liszt, in particular, was 
a real joy, for now they shared not only the same 
love for music, but the same faith as well. 

There were others, too, whom he had to 
seek out, like the Good Shepherd seeking the 
stray sheep. Indeed he begged the Good Shep- 
herd for their conversion: “Your grace, O Lord, 
came fully to me, unworthy as I am. May it also 
flow upon those whom I love! If they gave me 
bad example, it was because they did not know 
what they were doing! O Lord, have compas- 
sion on me! Hear my prayers and have mercy 
on them, before the day of judgment. You died 
for them; save them, as You died for me and 
rescued me.” 

But God has endowed man with free will. 
Father Augustine’s efforts did not always show 
success. 

One day the zealous Carmelite approached 
Horace Vernet, a painter whom he had known 
for years, and asked the artist to arrange a meet- 
ing with their mutual acquaintance, Madame 
Sand. 

The encounter took place in Vernet’s stu- 
dio. She who had given the young Hebrew 
pianist such scandal a few years before, took 
one contemptuous look at the kindly priest in 
his religious habit, snorted, “So—a Capuchin?” 
and turned away. And that was that. 
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She took one contemptuous look at the priest 
in his religious habit, snorted, 
“So—a Capuchin?” and turned away. 


CHAPTER 9 


“HOW UNSEARCHABLE HIS WAYS” 


The twenty-ninth of June, 1855, a young 
Carmelite novice made his vows; he was the 
young Hebrew who had decided to become a 
religious after Father Augustine’s sermon on 
happiness. The convert preacher himself was 
on hand to extend congratulations. 

“What a beautiful day this is, Bernard, my 
brother! You consecrate your life to God with 
faith and charity in Jesus Christ!” 

His heart overflowing from his own ever- 
deepening understanding of the religious life, 
Father Augustine exclaimed to Bernard, whose 
eyes were glowing with holy joy: “Our Savior 
was fastened to the Cross with three nails: hu- 
‘man pride, greed, and shameful pleasure. With 
three nails, your vows, you are nailed to the 
Cross of Jesus, and with them you will wage 
mortal war against these three predominant 
passions in human nature. 
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“With obedience you will dominate, con- 
quer and destroy pride; with poverty you will 
shun greed and all desires for worldly things; 
with chastity you will sacrifice your body to 
become an angel on earth.” 

They walked together out on the spacious 
grounds, as Father Augustine continued, “It is a 
year since you began to experience, in the holy 
novitiate, how good Jesus is and how delightful 
His grace! Who can tell the happiness we have 
enjoyed since Jesus revealed Himself to us and 
brought us here to this solitude? Who will ex- 
press the pure, heavenly joy of the poor and 
happy son of Carmel in his prayer and long 
hours in silent and loving conversation with the 
Lord? Who will tell what joy, what happiness, 
what delight is ours when our Jesus comes to 
rest on our trembling lips? 

“Oh, my brother, could you ever believe, 
before your conversion, that in heaven we have 
a Mother so powerful, so dear, so full of grace 
and love? That one day you would have been 
called to minister in the Communion of the 
Saints, in the sublime folly of the Cross by 
preaching the Gospel and by practicing heroic 
virtues? Yes, would you have believed? O sub- 
lime abundance of God’s knowledge and wis- 
dom! How incomprehensible is His justice! 
How impenetrable are His ways! All from Him, 
for Him, in Him! To Him glory and honor for 
ever. 
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Bernard had listened intently, trying to 
soak in every precious word. Silently he prayed 
that, like Father Augustine, he would appre- 
ciate his conversion and religious vocation 
more with every passing day. 


CHAPTER 10 


THE HOLY DESERT 


The monasteries of Carmel, which are 
called holy deserts, keep the original spirit of 
the Order, namely, retirement, recollection and 
prayer. Father Augustine felt a strong attraction 
towards this type of life; but Our Lord wanted 
him in the world to convert souls. His greatest 
consolation was that of having contributed to 
the founding of a holy desert. It was in France, 
near Tarasteix. 

“After the Lenten preaching at Lyons in 
1857,” wrote Father Roziez, a companion, 
“Father Augustine had permission to live in the 
parish house of Tarasteix in order to supervise 
the building of the holy desert. Because of his 
weakness from fasting, preaching and _ pro- 
longed hearing of confessions, the Superiors 
ordered him to abstain from all labor and to eat 
meat. This was a suspension of the strict Rule 
of Carmel. The first three days he submitted to 
this new diet. I had every possible care for him, 
but, as Friday came, he said: ‘My dear Father, 
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your kind care made me so strong that tomor- 
row I shall do away with meat.’ His request was 
granted; the same was for Saturday. That eve- 
ning he said: ‘I feel that these two days of ab- 
stinence did not harm me; if you permit, we 
shall continue in this manner. And so he kept 
the Carmelite Rule in all its rigor. I had also 
provided him with a bed, a little better than the 
bare boards of the monastery, but after eight 
days he begged me to call a carpenter and have 
a plain wooden bed made. 

“Tf the walls and the equipment of his room 
could talk, they would tell us of the mortifica- 
tions practiced by this Servant of God. For him 
nothing was hard; nothing was painful. On 
warm days he would stand under the scorching 
sun and trace the foundations of the monastery. 

“One day, I well remember, we were left 
without resources and had to sell some objects 
to cover the expenses of the week. On Monday 
he said to me: ‘My dear Father, we have no 
more money, and I don’t know where to get it to 
continue. We must knock at the door of the 
Sacred Heart; our prayers will be heard, I am 
sure. Come: let us start a novena.’ Our prayers 
were promptly heard. A few days later, we re- 
ceived in the mail an offering of two thousand 
francs from an unknown benefactor.” 

And so the holy desert at Tarasteix was 
built on the faith and prayers of Father Augus- 
tine and his companion. 


CHAPTER 11 


THE GREAT THIRST 


Father Cohen was concluding a sermon on 
death. As ever, he, the convert of the Blessed 
Sacrament, closed with a few words on the 
Holy Eucharist: “I know of a key that opens the 
doors of Divine Mercy; a river that flows to the 
promised land; a palm that protects under its 
shade; a fountain with springing waters in the 
desert of life; a star in the night, guiding pilgrim 
souls; dews from heaven to restore our strength; 
a tree that sweetens the bitter waters of life; a 
victim offered in odor of sanctity to God; this is 
the Divine Eucharist! Who will tell me if there 
is a stronger power against death than the Di- 
vine Eucharist? There is none, indeed! 

“This is enough for me. The One who said: 
‘My flesh is meat indeed; if any man eat of it, 
he shall not die,’ is the same Person Who said: 
‘Heaven and earth shall pass away, but my 
words shall not pass away. And that word never 
has passed away! 


85 


8. Music Master 


86 MUSIC MASTER 


“Oh, death, where is your victory? The 
Holy Eucharist is our shield against death and 
hell.” 

The Host-Christ was ever the object of his 
thoughts and actions. To his niece, Mary, pre- 
paring for her First Communion, he wrote: “I 
retired into a desert to pass nights and days 
with Our Lord, thus spending my entire life be- 
fore the tabernacle without the slightest sense 
of weariness. 

“No other day is brighter than that of First 
Communion, except the day of the second, that 
of the third, and all the Communion days that 
follow until the end of life. 

“In the Sacrament of His Love, Jesus is the 
only object of my life, of my music, of my af- 
fection; to this Mystery I am indebted for all 
that I have, and also for the conversion to the 
true faith of your aunt, your cousin George and 
your dear father.” 

On another occasion he wrote: “I would re- 
ceive Holy Communion every moment of my 
life; this is my sole joy.” 

It was a real sorrow to him to see the Sacra- 
ment of Love neglected or abandoned. On one 
of his preaching tours, in a parish which had 
no church, but only a public hall used for Mass 
and other community activities, he was greatly 
saddened to find the Blessed Sacrament kept 
in a poor third floor closet! He knelt in sorrow 
before the ciborium containing the Body of 


He was greatly saddened to find the Blessed Sacrament 
kept in a third floor closet. 
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the Lord, and prayed for several hours in an 
effort to make reparation. 

A few weeks later he spoke of the incident 
in a sermon, and a wealthy lady, moved by his 
distress, offered to pay for the building of a 
church in that district, so that the Blessed Sacra- 
ment could be given the honor due to It. 


The apostolic life of Father Augustine has a 
page which could hardly be overlooked, name- 
ly, the founding of monasteries in Lyons and 
London. 

In 1857, Father Augustine had charge over 
the reconversion of a soldiers’ barracks into a 
religious house in Lyons. It may be imagined 
how pitiful the conditions of those places were! 

“From the first day,” Father Augustine 
wrote, “the religious that had taken shelter in a 
corner of the dilapidated monastery were daily 
provided with meals by the charity of kind 
people. 

“The angels of God have certainly written 
in the book of Life the good deeds of love per- 
formed by humble souls known only to Our 
Lord and the Blessed Virgin.” 

Around that time, Father Augustine also 
founded pious congregations. One of them had 
the specific purpose of thanking God for all 
gifts, especially for the Holy Eucharist. 
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His zeal, however, was not limited to la- 
bors in France. Soon he was off to Rome. 

In the year 1862, while in Rome, he met 
England’s great Cardinal Wisemann, who, 
being acquainted with his apostolic zeal, asked 
and obtained that the convert of the Eucharist 
be sent to London and there found a Carmelite 
monastery. 

“We bless you,” said the Holy Father, Pius 
IX, when Father Augustine was to leave. “We 
send you to convert England, as in the fifth 
century one of Our Predecessors blessed and 
sent another Augustine, the first Apostle of that 
country.” 

In real apostolic fashion, he left Paris on 
the fifth of August— wearing nis only suit, and 
without money. From his friends he gathered 
one hundred sixty francs, and with that little 
sum he started a monastery in London. 

News of his conversion had caused much 
excitement in England, where his famous con- 
certs were still remembered among high soci- 
ety circles. The British curiosity for all that is 
great arose at his arrival, and many visitors 
came to greet him. 

When he began preaching, the audiences 
grew in number and kind, and in a short time 
benefactors began to appear. The convert priest 
was taking England by storm. 

The feast day of St. Teresa, October fif- 
teenth, the Carmel began its mission in Lon- 
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don. In the little house of the Sisters of the As- 
sumption, a modest room had been transformed 
into a chapel, and there, surrounded by other 
religious that had arrived to join him, Father 
Cohen celebrated a solemn Mass. 

The same evening, Cardinal Wisemann 
came to consecrate the new foundation. He 
welcomed the coming of the Carmelites to Eng- 
land where they once had produced fruits of 
grace and sanctity. 

But Father Cohen’s apostolic journey did 
not end there. Ireland, Scotland, Prussia and 
Belgium soon heard of his preaching, also. At 
Altona, near Hamburg, he conducted a mission 
and had the consolation of visiting his family. 
When he went back to London, he began the 
Lenten preaching. There was no time for rest; 
no time to be sick; no time for self. Souls waited. 

In the years 1865 to 1867 he was equally 
active. Rouen, Rennes, Paris, Paray-le-Monial, 
Rodez, Valencia, Montelirnard, Creuzot and 
Prussian cities, also, heard his sermons, as, 
believe it or not, he could preach with remark- 
able fluency in French, English, German, Span- 
ish and Italian. His ambitious childhood stud- 
ies were paying off, now—paying off for God. 

However, during all his successful mis- 
sions, cluttered with consolations, he greatly 
desired only one thing: the silent and solitary 
life of the desert retreat he had founded many 
years before. His wish was soon to materialize. 


CHAPTER 12 


UTTER PEACE 


In 1868, Father Augustine returned to his 
peaceful retreat—the holy desert of Tarasteix. 

The bell rang merrily to greet him. Father 
Augustine, clothed with cope, knelt, while the 
choir sang “Come Holy Spirit.’ All, for a mo- 
ment, prayed in silence for him who had come 
to live in perfect solitude. Then, reciting the 
antiphon “We fly to your protection,” he was 
placed under the protection of Our Lady of 
Mount Carmel. Other prayers followed: 

“Shield, O Lord, with your peace your 
servant Father Augustine of the Blessed Sacra- 
ment: defend from all enemies the one who is 
under the protection of the Blessed Virgin Mary. 

“O God, strength, from Whom all that is 
perfect arises, enkindle in our hearts the fire of 
Your divine love, so that by loving You, we may 
merit to join You in heaven.” 

As the prayers ended, all the members 
gathered in a small room to exchange greetings 
and counsels. How beautiful it was to see 
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Father Cohen listening to the counsel of wis- 
dom! Father Prior asked him: “What do you ex- 
pect to find in the desert?” To this customary 
question, Father Augustine promptly answered: 
“Reverend Father, dear Brothers, I seek Christ! 
Since my conversion, I seek nothing else but 
Him! Everywhere I sought Him; in public 
places, in homes, in castles, in palaces, in cot- 
tages; I sought Him among the great and the 
humble, but never found Him. I seek the One 
Whom my heart desires.” 


Father Prior closed the reunion exhorting 
him to persevere in his holy resolutions. The 
new hermit embraced his brothers and wept 
with joy. Then all withdrew into their cells in 
perpetual silence. 


This holy desert lay on four hills. A chapel 
was in the middle with the sacristy and the hall 
of reunion. Twenty bare little houses were 
attached to one another by a corridor, and each 
was divided into four cells. Every hermit had a 
little portion of land for cultivation. With his 
own hands, each sowed, planted, and watered 
his vegetables. 


Contemplation of nature, of flowers, of the 
birds’ songs, of the serene sky, of the majestic 
spectacle of the Pyrenees mountains, all glad- 
dened Father Augustine’s heart. Oh, what 
beauty in that plain simplicity! 
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One day, as Father Augustine and another 
priest were strolling around the spacious 
grounds, they paused before the graves of some 
of their comrades. 

“How many of these are empty?” asked 
the second priest. 

“Two,” replied Father Augustine. “But 
one is for me.” 

“For you? Surely not yet! Why you're not 
even fifty years old!” 

Father Augustine shook his head serious- 
ly. “I know,” he replied. “God called me to the 
holy desert to prepare me for my death. He has 
already detached me from all things.” 
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CHAPTER 13 


ON THE FIELD OF ACTION 


War was raging between France and Prus- 
sia. Napoleon III was defeated at Sedan and an 
empire fell. 

In those days, while a victorious enemy 
trampled upon the soil of the country, there 
were men who, instead of arising for the com- 
mon defense, began to abuse the clergy and 
religious. The humble Father Cohen prayed in 
silence, ready to sacrifice himself for them. 

By order of the government, Father Augus- 
tine was to leave France and go to Germany, 
since that was the land of his birth, but the 
Prefect of Bordeaux obtained permission for 
him to remain. However, as French intoler- 
ance mounted, and the monasteries of Agen 
and Lyons had been plundered, with permis- 
sion from his Superiors he left France. 

Having made the Spiritual Exercises at the 
holy desert, blessed refuge of his soul, Father 
Augustine went to Switzerland. During the 
journey, the powerful hand of God spared him 
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from falling victim to the revolution. He safely 
reached Geneva where he was welcomed most 
kindly. Thence he was called to act as pastor 
at Montreaux where his elder brother and his 
family lived. The Bishop of Freiburg, ruling 
over Montreaux, gave him all faculties neces- 
sary to the performance of his new assignment. 

He often preached to the Sisters of Briga, 
visited the sick, or helped the needy with mate- 
rial and spiritual assistance. One thought, how- 
ever, disturbed him: that of the nephew whom 
he had regenerated to Christ; he was praying 
for George, who was with the noble guard in 
the fortress of Aubervillier, that he be spared 
from the dangers of battle. 

About the middle of November, Father 
Augustine was called to assist the French 
prisoners of war in Prussia. He accepted the 
charge gladly, and the moment he left Mon- 
treaux he uttered these prophetic words: “Ger- 
many will be my tomb.” 


When he reached Berlin, he promptly 
asked to become chaplain of the prison camp at 
Spandau and was granted permission at once. 
Almost five thousand prisoners were there in 
great misery and depression. Father Augustine 
had words of encouragement for all. He spoke 
of France, and urged the prisoners to offer all 
their sufferings to God for the welfare of their 
country. He also invited them to come to the 
parish house at any time and tell him of any in- 
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dividual desire or need. Many gift-packages 
arrived with clothes and linen. He distributed 
everything among the prisoners. 

To his sister he wrote: “The prisoners come 
and ask me to hear their confessions. Eight of 
them came into my room this evening. You see, 
Our good Lord is pleased to give me work. 
Never have I had a field larger than this for the 
return of souls to Christ!” 

Again he wrote: “The prisoners besiege me 
from eight in the morning until evening; I have 
given myself to them and they come without 
hesitation. They are permitted to come to the 
parish house, and they come, if not always for 
their souls, to tell me of their sufferings, es- 
pecially of the severe cold. I must say that they 
return my affection; at least fifty come every 
day asking for confession and Communion.” 

That year the cold was very severe, and 
Father Cohen suffered greatly from it. On Fri- 
day, January thirteenth, he was taken ill. While 
he was administering the last anointing to pris- 
oners with smallpox, a rapid infection occured, 
and he was forced to take to his bed. The illness 
was grave. His desire to die while laboring for 
the glory of God, was to come true. 

A Sister of Charity hovered beside his bed, 
trying to check the smallpox fever that raged 
within him. Another priest, hearing of the ill- 
ness, hastened to see him. He was greeted 


The young priest was greeted weakly but warmly 


“Father, will you please take over my place?” 
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weakly but warmly: “Father, will you please 
take over my place? I would suffer greatly if the 
work so well begun should not be continued. 
And then, Our Lord might take me with Him. 
You would be ready to succeed me.” 

“But Father,” the other priest protested, 
“Our Lord will keep you with us, for the salva- 
tion of other souls.” 

Looking at the crucifix, Father Augustine 
replied, “Ah, this time Our Lord will take me!”’ 

He was both calm and confident. 


On the seventeenth, his condition grew 
worse. The attending Sister asked if he wished 
to see his confessor. 


“Am I about to die? May God’s holy Will 
be done! If I lived, many more sad things would 
I see! Yet, I had hoped to work longer and to 
gain more souls for Christ.” 


He made his confession with great recol- 
lection, received Holy Communion, and re- 
mained absorbed in thanksgiving. Towards 
eleven o'clock the Carmelite Brothers who had 
come to visit him asked him for his blessing. 


“Very gladly, my children,” he said, but he 
desired to sit up in bed in order to perform this 
act with greater reverence. He stretched his 
arms and blessed them. Then he fell back. 


“And now, my God, into Your hands I 
commend my soul!” 
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Music seemed to flood the room— full, 
vibrant, triumphant. Memories of great con- 
certs filled the air, accomplishments of a bril- 
liant boy whose singular talent could make a 
piano “come alive.” 

But the greatest concert that Herman 
Cohen ever played was the symphony of his 
life; of sorrow, repentance, and then a glorious 
climax in finding and serving Christ. The mem- 
ory of that concert will never die. 
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